SORROW   AND   DREAD
\
1907
THIS YEAR, so blackly underlined in the calendar of our life>
began like any other year. There were beautiful productions at
the Opera; at home, work and our peaceful routine. Mahler
and Roller, from February onwards, made new productions of the
"Valkyrie/9 "Lohengrin/5 and Gluck's "Orpheus." The last was
the most successful, the most faultless of all their collaborations.
In the early spring we went with friends to Briinn, where Mahler
conducted his First Symphony in the way I always preferred it.
But of late he had been passing over the first entrance of the
climax and emphasizing its second entrance instead. I could not
agree; and for the performance at Briinn he went back to his
previous rendering and orchestrated the second entrance of the
theme more strongly^ recognizing that it was essentially the more
important. When he came to it for the first time at rehearsal he
turned round and looked at me. I smiled approval. He tapped
and had the whole passage played again only for me to hear it
once more; for it had gone to perfection.
Nedbal, too, noticed how in the theatre one evening Mahler
put his arm under mine on the marble balustrade, so that my bare
forearm should not rest on the cold stone. Nedbal often told
this story afterwards with tears in his eyes. Mahler began at
that time to have a new and stronger feeling for me, a conscious
feeling in contrast with his earlier self-absorption.
On the next day but one after the performance at Briinn he set
off for St Petersburg; and, meanwhile, before coming to the
tragic events in store for us I will relate some of the more cheerful
episodes of his early years, as he himself related them to me.
Bruckner had two pupils who made all the piano scores of his
symphonies but seem to have bullied and tormented him. They
were two brothers called Schalk. Bruckner was very fond of
Mahler and entrusted the piano edition of his Third Symphony to
him: When Mahler brought V>im the first movement Bruckner
was childishly pleased and said with a roguish smile: **Now I
shan't need the Schalks any more!" This saying became a house-
hold word with us and was dragged in on all possible, and
impossible, occasions.
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